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THE

FAREWELL

RAIL

ADDRESS

AT

SPLITTER

SPRINGFIELD,

ILLINOIS

This speech was extemporaneous.
The people stood in a drizzling
rain listening to Lincoln who spoke from the rear platform of the
train that took him to Washington. February 11, 1861 is the date.
MY FRIENDS:
No one, not in my situation, can appreciate my feeling of
sadness at this parting. To this place, and the kindness of these people, I owe
everything. Here I have lived a quarter of a century, and have passed from a
young to an old man. Here my children have been born, and one is buried. |
now leave, not knowing when or whether ever I may return, with a task before
me greater than that which rested upon Washington.
Without the assistance
of that Divine Being who ever attended him, I cannot succeed. With that assistance, I cannot fail. Trusting in Him who can go with me, and remain with
you, and be everywhere for good, let us confidently hope that all will yet be
well. To His care commending you, as I hope in your prayers you will conr

mend me, I bid you an affectionate farewell.
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STEVENSON

@ By Micnarrt Dorsey
Biographical and critical.

HE game of de-mything heroes has become the
favorite pastime of modern critics. On the carpet
at present is the exhausted angel of Victorian letters,
Robert Louis Stevenson. Some years ago any number of
people were publishing “I Can Remember R.L.S.”
They did so with love. But now the hooting has begun; the children bite the hand that fed them and
Stevenson is the subject of exposes. Fortunately however, Stevenson is protected by the youth of all lands,
and it is with them that his position in the future rests.

The story of Stevenson is best begun at the end.
For not till then was he recognized and given the name
that best suits him, Tusitala, ““Teller-of-Tales.”

It was

coined for him by his beloved natives. And_ they
seemed to know best what would be his title to immortality.
Out in the Pacific rather near our present Far Eastern front, Stevenson lies buried. Why he, the Scotch
lad of Calvinistic tendencies should have rested finally
in such tropical, romantic surroundings is well known.
His estate Vailima where he died, was on Upolu, Samoa, and at his request his grave is there, on a mountain commanding a view of the sea. An_ excellent
prayer would be that the Japs have perhaps read
Treasure Island or Kidnapped and will allow ‘Tusitala
to rest in peace.
By coincidence, Stevenson himself was fascinated by
the art of warfare. And the first we hear of him is his
marching tin soldiers in “the land of counterpane.”
He was born in Edinburgh and was a sickly child like
his forebearer,

Sir Walter

Scott.

So his battles

were

fought by toy armies up and down the ridges made by

his small body beneath the covers of his bed.

Both

these, his invalidism and delight at playing war remain-

ed a part of his personality throughout his life.

He began to write very early, and in solemn declaration informed his mother when he was five that he
would be an author when he grew up. Louis, as he
was

called,

was

a sensitive

child

delicate

with

weak

lungs, spoiled somewhat by his parents and idolized by
“Cummy” his Scotch nurse. His schooling was not all
of one piece. He was too often ill and the Stevenson
family was noted for its frequent changes of residence.
Perhaps the longest time was spent at 17 Heriot Row,
Edinburgh. This was certainly, along with Swanston,

the Stevenson’s country cottage, home to Louis.

17

Heriot Row had “a lamp before the door” which Stevenson has made wistfully immortal in one of his

poems.
His education began before he came to Heriot Row
and up until he was seventeen he attended private
schools,

Edinburgh

Academy

and

a school

on

Fred-

erick Street, Edinburgh, all the while taking time out
to tour the Continent with his parents in search of
his or their health.
Then he entered the University of Edinburgh. At
least he enrolled there. But all through his seven
sessions he was a systematic truant. Naturally, he was
bored by such pedantry after his own exotic education.
He was known, he says himself, as an idler yet he was
always busy on his own bent, filling his notebook
with prose and verse. However, this bent was not the

usual one for the Stevenson clan.
houses.

Stevenson,

in

his

father’s

They built lightambitions,

was
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studying to be a civil engineer, which was true —
with reservation. About all Stevenson got out of his
engineering was copy for his later writing, notably,
“Iducation of an Engineer.”
Stevenson’s youth, that is the time when he first
really left home to be educated was one of the most significant phases of his life. G. K. Chesterton emphasizes
this in his biography. Stevenson, so long shielded,
buoyed

up

by

the love

of

his

family,

figuratively,

when he stepped from his warm home into the cold
windy Edinburgh streets, lost hold of himself. He
saw life for the first time and in the gloomiest, most
Calvinistic of Scottish towns. He never got over the
experience. Years later he was to write a horribie
allegory, Dr. Jekyl and Mr. Hyde which is easily traced
back to those first hard days in Edinburgh. He gagged
on the contrast between good and evil. Yet he could
never drive it from his mind.
While attending classes at the University, Stevenson lived like a true Bohemian.
He took pride in acquaintance with any number of barmaids, tipplers and
less respectable personages. His father remarkably
patient, agreed that since he was unfit for engineering, he should study law. This Stevenson did with
more determination, though he remained wayward in
his habits.

He

wrote

much

nevertheless;

unsatisfied,

he destroyed most of it. His health continued poor.
An article “Ordered South” which appeared in Macmillan’s Magazine is his description with comment of
a forced stay on the French Riviera. At this time began his disagreements with his father (so annoying
to both) which continued until his father’s death.
At twenty-five,

Louis felt that his youth was over.

He passed his law examinations, was called to the bar,

and seemed settled in his vocation. But his heart was
in his writing. Already, his style both in address and
writing attracted notice. Others if not his father,
saw

in him

an artist, and

one

of

the

first

promise.

His relations with Mrs. Osbourne brought him into
his first real contact with America and the American}.
For us and for Stevenson the event was of great
import. It was necessary for him to follow Mrs. Osbourne to San Francisco. Contrary to the wishes both
of his family and physicians he took an emigrant ship
to New York. An Edinburgh street could have been
no more discomforting. From New York he crossed
by emigrant train (worse than an emigrant ship) to
San Francisco and reached there almost a dead man.
Fis subsequent journey to Monterey and Mrs. Osbourne’s home is in Silverado Squatters. He had to
work out as a cowboy to make enough to go on. He
got to Monterey more dead than alive.
Such a trek would have exhausted a strong man, and
Stevenson was never that.
His precarious health broke
and henceforth he was an invalid.
Chesterton comments on Stevenson’s first American “tour” in criticizing Across the Plain, Stevenson’s

account of his travels across America. Chesterton says
“he

almost

wrote

a dull

book.”

After his marriage with Mrs. Osbourne, Stevenson
returned with her and her children to England. His
married life was very happy. In Mrs. Stevenson he
had a wife, companion, nurse and financial manager.
He had lacked these and he needed them most. Now
his art reached its consummation.
But his life became a wandering, out of necessity
and fancy. For he went where he did partly because
he was an adventurer and partly because he was an
invalid. He tried Switzerland, completed Silverado
Squatters and Treasure Island at Davos. He tried
France, said he was happy only once and that at
Hyeres. But ill health again and plain restlessness
drove him to England. There he tried Bournemouth
for a winter and liked it so he stayed for four blissful
years. He called his house Skerryvore and entertained,
in bed of course, old friends, newer ones and that

Later he fulfilled that promise. ‘Today he has a high
place among the great Victorian stylists and has never
been successfully imitated. He describes himself as
“a sedulous ape” but does not add “writing as only
Stevenson can write.” Chesterton calls his style a
use of “picked and pointed phrases.” Stevenson used
words because they were the right words to use. Nobody else used them because nobody else knew they
were the right words. Everything he touched with his
magic pen came to life. Put in one sentence what
Robert Louis Stevenson wrote no one else could.

His father died and England became distasteful. He
took his household, now including his mother, to
New York, to Saranac, refuge for consumptives in the
Adirondacks. ‘This town is associated chiefly with
some of his characteristic essays. Here he wrote the
first chapters of The Master of Ballantrae. Here
also he conceived the idea of a South Seas cruise which
was to be the prelude to his final exile in Samoa.

As a young advocate he made frequent trips; preferred yachting or cross-country “travels with a don-

ant time to San Francisco. Then he chartered a
vacht, the Casco and was off for the adventure in the

key.”

It was when at Fontainbleau, an artist’s colony

outside Paris, that he met the woman with whom he
fell in ove and subsequently married.
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“Prince

From

South

of Men,”

Henry

James.

New York he went for a second more pleas-

Seas.

He had been

“‘sick to go to the South

(Continued on Page 20)

Sea Islands”

LAST
@ By

Joun

TESTIMONIAL
KLEIN

His life dream ... his hands
smashed with one blow.

.. .

HE biting cold February wind blew furiously,
howled mournfully, piled the new-fallen snow in
large,

uneven

drifts

against

the barracks.

Overhead,

the cold full moon, colder looking than usual, illumined the bitterly cold evening. In its light, the buildings cast long gray shadows against the drifted snow.
Over to the left, and a bit back from the barracks, was

the hospital, as gray and cold looking as the barracks
themselves. In the hallway, unlit but for the moonbeams coming from the open door of the room at the
other end, was Dr. Macey, leaning against the wall,
dejectedly. He sighed heavily, almost despairingly.
A look of anguish clouded his face. He dug his hands
deeply into the pockets of his white smock, and a slowly murmured “Good Lord,” escaped his clenched lips.

(Why, Doctor, your very speech betrays your ignorance. Curses? Hatred? ‘Then you didn’t know the
real American youth!)

“How in the name of anything that’s good,” he
whispered, slowly, melancholily, “can I tell the kid
that?” If it were anyone but Carl. Anyone, anyone
but him. Why, he’s like a brother to me!” He
breathed heavily. “And I have to tell him this?
Good Lord, no!”

A hospital room is never a place abounding with
joy. Even the room of a convalescent, filled with
sunshine, bedecked with spring’s loveliest and sweetest
smelling flowers is never over-joyful. There are
always those bandages, always those medicinal odors,
always that feeling of oppression, subjection. Always
that feeling of helplessness. But this room, this tomb!
_ The cold moon cast its eerie light through the one
large window, throwing long, thin, black bars along

There had been many accidents in camp before this,
some serious, some not so serious. Dr. Jim Macey was
steeled against blood, festerings, hideous wounds against anything a doctor is liable to meet. He could
look at the most disgusting case without flinching.
But to see the agonized expressions, to hear the piteous groans (and oftentimes curses) of his soldier
patients when told of the irrevocable results of their
accident—that was another story. Not this for Jim
Macey!
Never would he forget that look of horror
and despair when he said to Bill Stark, “Bill, old man,
I’m fraid you'll never walk again!” Never would he
forget that blasphemous curse of Al Crane, that upand-coming

violinist,

when

he

told

him,

“Al,

your

hand has to be amputated immediately.”
It was hard
enough to have to break the news to Al and Bill, who
meant nothing to him personally. But to Carl!
“T can’t do it,” he muttered as he slowly paced the
hallway, “I can’t do it. ‘Tell him he must go through
life armless? I can’t, I can’t. I couldn’t bear to have
his look of horror, of hate, embedded in my memory.

Dr. Macey looked toward the open door at the other
end of the hall, the one from which the moonlight
streamed. He took a step forward and muttered, “God
help him. God help me,” and walked slowly, reluctantly, towards that open door.

the floor, making

it more of a cell than hospital room

has ever been. The light and shadows crept closer
slowly, slowly, till at last they fell up on the foot of
the bed. Up the bedstead, over the pale bedclothes,
over

the

still form

of

Carl

Fischer,

crept

that

eerie

patch of cold moonlight. The patch crept upward.
Carl’s breathing was heavy, quick. The patch crept
higher, higher along the prostrate figure. Half way
up its course, the patch seemed to stop, having in
focus two stumps, stumps wrapped in white. Stumps,
stained stumps. Slowly that patch seemed to resume
its upward course; slowly, quietly. Past those stumps,
over a broad heaving chest it went. Then a throat,
the muscles strained, contorted. Slowly the patch of
moonlight crept, now revealing a firm set chin, a
chin which seemed to say, “O. K. Come on, I can
take it.’ Now lips, pale, cold, clenched. Now nose,
medium,

well-formed.

Now

eyes,

closed.

Now

a

| couldn’t bear to have his curse ringing in my ears, al-

mop of thick black hair, slipping over the high forehead, matted with those burning beads of sweat that
bathed the entire countenance. That creeping, crawl-

ways, always.”

ing patch had reached its goal.

It

stopped.

Carl’s
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face, firm, contorted, sweated, was caught in that patch,

enclosed by those bars. Motionless, oes
heavily, sweating, but not sleeping. Sleeping? No. But
thinking?

cd

Yes.

Thinking,

thinking.

‘Those stumps, so long motionless, those bloodstainstumps, moved.
Slowly, painfully, they were

raised a few

inches

above

the bed,

but

fell, as if in

desperation, to their former motionless position.
winced at the pain, at the futility.
“My God, my God,” he thought.
“These
only this morning, strong, powerful, calloused.

Carl

hands,
Now,

helpless, distorted, shreds. These hands, Jesus, these
hands that once the war was over, would have held
Thy Body, Thy Blood, are now drenched in blood, not

Thy Precious Blood — my blood!

These hands hold

Thy Body
They
that would have
heads of infants,
sons, these hands,
have called down

can’t even help me! These hands,
poured Thy saving water on the
that would have made them Thy
helpless. These hands, that would
Thy blessings, these hands that

would

raised

have

been

in

absolution,

these

hands

cannot now even raise themselves from the bed.
These hands that were going to do so much for Thee,
for Thy Mother, for souls. These ha. . .”
He could not think further. He dared not. This
was asking too much!
He heaved a deep sigh, relax-

ed the tension of his throat and face, and then tried
to be calm.

fast.

His breathing

was

still

coming

That hard, fast breathing continued.

of a

of it before.

The very idea paralyzed him!

He was

so frightened at the mere knowledge that his hands
would be helpless that it had never entered his mind.
But supposing, supposing - - they would have to amputate!
If God wanted this last sacrifice as a testimonial of his love, then - - -

blood stained stumps, but more, that grim contorted
face, Carl’s face, deathly white

Then for the
Not a hope

of disdain.

“Resignation?” he almost roared, “resignation?” To
what? To go helpless the rest of my life? I wanted
to give Thee my life. I wanted to work, to slave, to
bring glory to Thee and to Thy Mother. I wanted to

forsake the pleasures of this life for some smelly hole

Page six

it, but because

life-

for a future, bright, as he once yearned for, but for a
future in which he would have the strength to carry
on. He was begging for resignation. A smile started to form, but vanished. In its place appeared a
look of scorn,

wished

I wished it. My will was to go to foreign lands to
save souls. But my will wasn’t Thy will. Thy will
was to have those cases of rifles fall, crush my hands.
My will was to go out and save souls. Thy will is
that I save souls by my sufferings here in the States,
suffering, sacrificing. I wanted these hands to hold
Thy Body and Blood, but Thou wishest these hands
to be helpless. Thou wishest that these hands
be...” His voice dropped, frozen. He hadn’t thought

At that moment Dr. Macey stepped silently into
the room. His first look made him turn away. Those

first time those clenched lips parted. “Jesus, help
me, give me strength,” came pleadingly, imploringly.

In that prayer was a hope for the future.

to leave all, not because Thou

hard,

He tried to breathe normally, but he could not.

‘Throw overboard in an instant his dream
time? Without a struggle? Never!

over in the Congo, and now, now Thou hast, Thou
hast .. .” He stopped. The look of disdain on his
face changed to one of horror and thence to one of
shame.
“My God, forgive me,” he whispered hoarsely, “forgive me. I didn’t know what I was. saying,
forgive me.” Hot tears of repentance mingled with
those burrning beads of sweat and rolled down his
pale cheeks. “But my God, give me strength, give
me courage to carry on, to do Thy will. That’s it,
not my will but Thine be done! My will? Yes, my
will. Tt was my will that I should be Thy priest,
that I should save souls, that I should go to the missions. My will, not Thine. Selfishness. I was ready

it was horrible.

in the moonlight - -

He pulled himself together and said

softly, “Carl, old boy, I hate to tell you this, but we’ve
got to amputate.”
But
Carl
heard but one Voice, a Voice

had
that

not
said,

heard.
He
“My son, I

ask this last as a testimonial of thy love.”
There was a silence.

Carl’s face twitched, his body

writhed. Dr. Macey stared, hoping, praying. Almost
inaudibly Carl mumbled strugglingly, “Not my will, O
my

God,

but

“What?”
Carl had

Thine

gasped

understood.

be

Dr.

done.”

Macey,
“Listen,

wondering
Carl,”

he

whether
repeated,

“we'll have to amputate.” Aware for the first time
that someone was present, Carl opened his eyes,
smiled, and said, “O. K. Jim, any time you're ready.”

Should
@ By Mary

Baseball
Evren

and

Football

Continue

During the War?

Reimnuarp

Sport fans and others should
not miss this article.

HE continuance of baseball and football during
the war is a question that depends on the government for a solution, but if at all possible these
sports should be continued.
Baseball is known as the great American pastime and
I would like to see it continue as such, even though

it is not of the same quality as that of pre-war years.
To date I have seen twenty-five major league baseball
games and I have happy recollections of many of them
especially when the home team won.
Baseball does much for the people by furnishing
good, clean amusement for many persons five and one
half months in the year. Broadcasting the games gives

the sick and invalids an

opportunity

to

follow

the

sport. ‘There is one radio announcer who daily says
“hello” to the shut-in fans. The
various _ baseball
clubs sponsor knothole clubs which are to further the
interest of young boys in this professional game. At
stated intervals the boys are guests of the baseball
club in their respective cities.
Service men now are given general admission tickets
free of charge and the baseballs fouled into the stands
are sent to the various service camps throughout the
nation for their recreation centers. At this very time
there are baseball players touring the battlefronts in
Europe to give our fighting Yanks the entertainment
and amusement so necessary to the boosting of their
morale.
Every year there is a game played by each of the
major league baseball clubs and the proceeds are given
to Army-Navy relief. At this game the players, broadcasters, and officials as well as the baseball fans pay
an admission charge. Night baseball now gives the
men working in the day shift an opportunity to see a
game during the week. The love of good, clean fun;
the eagerness for interstate competitive games; the
desire for financial gain; the thrill of becoming the
hero of our great national pastime; the opportunity
of providing pleasure and entertainment for the people
in these United States - all these are reasons why baseball players are found North, South, East and West.
Football is played from the Atlantic to the Pacific
by colleges both small and large. It affords pleasure
for the athletes as well as for the masses of people attending the games and those seated beside their ra-

dios at home.

The boys are taught the fundamentals

of good sportsmanship and they become more broadminded by mingling with people from various states.
Thus far Army and Navy have found time to prac.
tice and play outside of their scholastic and military
programs. This year they had two of the greatest
teams in the country. Certainly if they think it is
fitting to continue this sport other institutions should
have the same privilege.
This past season I saw the Ohio State-Great
Lakes football game at Columbus.
The attendance
totaled seventy-three thousand people; it was the largest crowd I was ever in. Encouragement to the young
players is certainly given by such a huge crowd. It
gives them the fighting spirit because they know they

cannot let the home folks down.
Each year various awards are given to the outstanding grid athletes and this is an incentive to make boys
work very hard and give all they have in each and
every contest. To be eligible to play football a player must have a good scholastic standing and be physically fit to endure the rigorous hours of practice
needed to make the varsity team.
The Shriners’ East-West Game is played annually
on New Year’s Day between the all stars of the East

and the all stars of the West for the benefit of the
crippled children who are admitted, regardless of
creed or race, to the Shrine hospitals throughout the
land. The players donate their services so that those

who are less fortunate may be strong and well.

In

the history of these hospitals there have been one
hundred thousand boys and girls cared for and nursed

back to health.
From my own observation I conclude that a great
deal of good is accomplished by both football and
baseball.

If, however, it is going to be detrimental to

the common

good of our country both of these sports

should be discontinued

for the duration.

Our first

aim is to win the war, no matter what the cost may be!
Page seven

Each Little Heartache,

A Jewel Shall Make

@ By Josrpnine Di Grorcio

the key to Dr. Sylvester’s office and began
routine.

A story of love.

S ILVERY-HAIRED, good old Father John hid the
smile that came to play o’er his wrinkled features

as he led Wayne into his neat little parlor. (Janetta,
Wayne’s fiancee, had just left Father John only a few
minutes

ago. )

“Well, Wayne, my boy,” Father john began, as he
pulled out a chair, “Come,

sit down and make your-

self comfortable.”
After
“Now,

a pause,
tell me

Father

what

John

is on

said

understandingly,

your mind,”

and

he lifted

Wayne's drooping, curly head.
“Father,” whispered Wayne, half-sobbingly, “It’s
a-a-about Janetta. We have quar-reled,” and he burst
into tears.
It was an encouraged Wayne, ready to face “come
what may” that bade Father John “Good-night” that
evening.
Yes, Father John was a joy in time of happiness, a
consolation in time of sorrow. He told this young
couple individually his secret, “Each little heartache,
a jewel shall make.”

The next morning at the eight o’clock Mass, Father
John looked for his cherished two. He was_ very
pleased to see them - Wayne, kneeling by the Blessed Mother’s altar, giving thanks for Father John’s consoling words, and Janetta, by the Sacred Heart’s altar,

pouring her gratitude to the most sacred of hearts.
Especially to these two, Mass had never been so divine. The tall, waxen candles were burning for them;

the beautiful lilies lifted their petals to Heaven

for

them; Father John was offering the precious sacrifice
to God for them.
But, strange

as it may

seem,

neither

of the two

was conscious of the other’s presence until, when de-

scending from the Communion rail, they turned in
the same direction and their eyes met ~ a gaze of

tenderness and holiness.
After Mass,
office.
“T’ll see you,
at the doctor’s
“Yes, Dear,”
and

started

Wayne drove Janetta to Dr. Sylvester’s
tonight,” he said as he came to a stop
office.
Janetta answered as she waved her hand

toward

the

office.

Wayne had been very nice to her, Janetta knew,
and it was because of her ‘selfish self’ that they had
quarreled.

But, Father John

had

told her to forget

about that incident - to turn over a new leaf. . .
So, she turned
and, this, she was determined to do.
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the day’s

The little office held the same enchantment as
Janetta herself. All who came in were eased by her
sweet, contagious smile and for a moment, they would
think that the pain was not there. She moved with
such gentleness and had such a consideration for all
that Dr. Sylvester called her an “Angel of Love.”
“Dr. Sylvester’s office. . . Oh, yes. Mrs. Abbot.
Yes, Doctor will be there. . . . Don’t worry, now.

. .
. .

Good-bye, Mrs. Abbot,” and she quietly placed the
receiver. She was so sympathetic, so attending .. .
this secretary of Dr. Sylvester’s.
Janetta had been more than usually busy that day
-- two operations, five emergency calls, and the general office routine. So, it was not until five o’clock
that she really had time to entertain any thought of
Wayne.
She tucked her dark, wavy locks under a
bright red turban and closed the door to her exciting duties.

Walking

home,

Janetta

studied

the

wonders

of

nature -- the fast-setting sun giving the last velvet
touch to the multi-colored painting in the evening
sky; the robins singing their sweetest Ave Maria; the
delicacy of the deep, rose-pink blooms of the bleeding
hearts in the gardens as she passed. The surrounding

was so beautiful!
At seven o'clock that evening, Wayne took Janetta
to the Welcome Dance sponsored at the Spanish Bailroom. ‘Though the dance hall was crowded, no other
couple was prettier than they. After an enjoyable
evening of stepping to the perfect rhythm of Johnny Meese’s orchestra, Wayne took Janetta home. Before parting, they promised to attend the eight
o’clock Mass every morning to thank God for His
blessings and to ask Him for the grace to ever do

His holy will.
And

that is how

Mrs. Wayne

D’Allegro

told this

youthful experience of an unforgettable chapter of her
happy life to her seven children ~ Father Xavier, Sister M. Antoinette, Sister Marguerite, Private Joe
D’Allegro,

Nurse

Marie,

Colonel

D’Allegro

and

Mrs.

Carnation - who had all come to attend the eight
o'clock High Mass that Thursday morning to cele-

brate the Golden Wedding

Anniversary of their be-

loved parents.

“Truly, Netta,” Wayne said softly, pressing Janetta’s little hands and looking around at the seven
gems

with

which

God

had

blessed

them,

“Father

John had a beautiful secret - ‘Each little heartache,
a jewel shall make.’ ”
And Janetta smiled!
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MODERN

YOUTH
Youths may cultivate
until the lads are termed bad.
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inns

@ By Parricia JUSTICE
A sane, interesting and very readable
treatment of the subject.
Dp»

after day, week after week, the current topic,

treated by newspaper and magazine, is the modern youth and his ever increasing evils. “Young Robbers Trailed by Police,” “Two Youths Arrested for
Drunkenness,” “Delinquent Girls Apprehended” are
no longer headlines which cause the reader to shudder,
turn the page, and claim ~ it isn’t so. ‘These items
are common news. In the hearts and on the lips of
parents, guardians, and community leaders is the satiric “what is this younger generation coming to!”
However, is this the only aspect of today’s adolescent? What effect is the present world conflict having? What kind of home training is he receiving?
What educaWhat are his places of amusements?
tion is given him? Lastly, is he actually “bad?”

There is no denying the fact that war, no matter
how good the cause, has its evil effects. World War
II is indirectly responsible for the downward trend of
the youth through its influence on all walks of the
modern

youth’s

life.

Conditions

are

abnormal,

and

not every child, well trained though he may be, is
able to cope with the situation and withstand all the
temptations which beset him.
Today’s family and home are not like the family
and home of yesterday. Father is at the plant designing new, faster aeroplane motors. Mother is at the
Red Cross station rolling bandages during the day
and attending First-Aid classes in the evening. Sis 1s
Big
at the local factory riveting on a secret weapon.
brother, now a sergeant, is with the First Army in Europe. What is the school-age youth doing? Just as
he pleases! There are few restrictions placed upon
him; there is a general laxity in his training. For
hours at a spell he is left to his own amusements.
What does he do with his time?

Companionship between sexes is desired. If correct moral training has not been given, tragedies may
result. These and more are the situations which

arise, but certainly are not always the fault of youth.

Wholesome outlets for his natural energy are needed
to allay the craving for that which is wrong.
Parents

are primarily

responsible,

but

next

in

im-

portance may be the education or schooling the youth
receives. If he is taught by atheistic professors from
atheistic texts, his mind will become polluted with
atheistic ideas. This will not make him a God-fearing citizen. Christian aims and principles are needed
to guide and inspire him to higher ideals of lite. A

solid, intellectual foundation will fit him for a good
position in later years. A knowledge of various subjects will make him feel at ease in any company. He
will be respected and liked.

The educational system may also be the means of
furnishing entertainment. Activities directed by dramatic and musical groups take up time and are salutary.
Competitive sports, such as basketball, football, and
hockey, train the mind and body for quick thought, action, and fair play. School dances, skating parties, and
picnics provide companionship of the correct sort under the correct auspices.
The modern youth is not fundamentally bad. He
simply needs training and a happy, modern life as any
youth of any previous generation. All the young
should not be judged by a few. There are thousands
of eighteen-year olds bravely and courageously defending the right to live as free men. There are those at
home studying, training, working to be the future
leaders, to make the world worth fighting for. ‘There
are lonely mothers, still youngsters themselves, bringing up their babies to love God and man.

of
This youth, representing today’s thousands
only
is
It
ent.
entertainm
of
search
in
youths, goes
during recent months that youth centers have been

established. Previous to this step the lad had few
places of amusement befitting his own age. Movies

and drug store counters become dull. He yearns for
something more exciting, more dashing. Other lads
are in the same situation. They meet and form a

“gang.”

Lack of good leadership and aims results in

misdemeanors.

These small violations of the law grow
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THE

GIRL

TO

DATE

© By Grorcre SULLIVAN
lor

boys and girls to read.

ET’ it be said at the outset that I am a firm believer

in

so-called

“dates,”

and

that

for obvious

reasons. I come from an excellent home and
one day to have just such a home of my own.
means

hope
That

I must have some one to help me, for no home

is possible without a Mother and Dad. A home, worthy of the name, must be permanent, and permanence presupposes a rock foundation. Needless to
say, this rock foundation is just another word for genuine, mutual

love.

For the choice of a life companion, discretion and
judgment are needed. That’s where dates come in.
The final choice may take a long time, but, once made,
it must be final.
In the meantime, a fellow must use

his senses; he must meet various girls at various places
and under various circumstances, in order gradually to
know them.
If he has any sense at all, he will center
his quiet observations on three main points. He will
try to judge girls from the religious, the intellectual
and the social side.

As far as I am concerned, the girl for me must have

a religious background, — that is, there must be religion in her home.
Her parents must be church-goers. Generally speaking, people that feel responsible
to God by the practice of religion, can be trusted,
and,

if anything,

the girl

for

me

must

be

trustwor-

thy.
I would even be glad if she invited me at times
to accompany her to church. It would be fine and
useful to pray together for when God enters into a
human relationship, that relationship must be good.
Besides being reasonably religious-minded, the girl
for me must have intelligence. With many girls, intelligence cannot well be taken for granted. Happily,
however, this is a quality that is not easily missed, for
its absence stands out pretty much like a sore thumb.
The very language of many girls reveals much stupidity, if not sheer senseless twaddle. A sensible girl
knows when to talk and when to remain silent. To
make a long story short, she must be interested in her
own education, and be ready to make all the sacrifices for it and take all the means to further it.
The

girl for me

must

have

social

qualities,

quali-

ties that make her good company, both for me and for
others.
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She

must

be

polite,

gracious,

well-mannered,

serviceable.

She is not of the great army of ego-wor-

shippers, who spend hours of precious time before
the mirror. Of course she believes in looking after
her personal appearance, but her make-up is always in
excellent taste. She does not look like a shop-window manikin. She leaves war-paint to Indians. In
all she does,

there

is measure

and

good

sense.

She

can and does manifest tireless energy, increasing labor,
patient thrift and steady habits. With all that, she
can have what is called a good time; she can be the
center of a happy group; she can step in adroitly when
conversation

threatens

to

faint;

she

can

do

almost

anything when it comes to putting people at their
ease. She radiates cheerfulness, and all she says and
does is permeated with delicate refinement and tempered with calm discretion. She is a girl that everyone loves and seeks. She is the pride of her mother

and father.

She is the glory of her home.

She is the

girl for me.
*
QUEEN

*

*

OF THE

TOWN

She is a queen of flats and rents,
A realm of musty tenements,
And to her vassals she imparts
A serfdom gay with apple carts.
For retinue a huckster leads
A cavalry of bony steeds;
A pageantry in motley lines,
With heraldry of crayon signs.
Her council ponders checkerboards.
Her pages brandish wooden swords.
With chunks of chalk her lackeys trace
On every street a jousting place.
Or be it jumping rope or jacks,
Or hopping in potato sacks,

She holds a merry tournament
By every trysting tenement.
Her castle walls, six stories high.

Heave skylight turrets to the sky.
And strange, across the castle moat

‘There runs a nickle ferryboat.
—MiucHAEL

MOAKLER

CANTICLE

THE

OF COOKERY

PRIVILEGE

Rich man, poor man, beggar man, and thief,

(The prayer of a working Sister)

Will all set out for their lonely star,

Lord, in Thy love it falls to me
To win Thy Heart with cookery.

But that’s a blunder to scatter asunder,
It’s kindling a fire for war,

What joy to me that I have trod
The footsteps of a toiling God.
Long ere they hung upon the ‘Tree,
Thy hands were scarred with carpentry.

For he who forsakes, before the storm breaks,
Will have a great deal to atone,
You'll have to give, if you want to live,
Or spend all your treasures alone.
So, let’s work together, birds of a feather,

The hands that fashioned sky and main
Have plied the hammer and the plane.
I cannot join my hands to pray;
I cannot bend my knee and say

And kingdoms of metal and mould,
Things will burn up and be churned up,
If the gift that we've got we withhold.
Pleasure in living’s related to giving,

The lofty prayer of choir nun There is the cooking to be done.

Don’t

You do have time if you will it,

“As incense in ‘Thy sight” are not
The vapors of a steaming pot?

with Thee

*

at night,

*

*

Give sorrow-sweetened music to one abed;

The Canticle of Cookery.
*

*

MATSON

In your velvet-slippered feet
Dance and prance upon the street,
While your friends on roofs o’erhead

as I sing to Thee
—MucaHuEL

to be kind,

To the realm below, to that of man.

Nor sing to Thee at vespertime
Sweet strains of psalmody sublime;
hearken

it’s time

MY GENTLE FRIEND, THE RAIN
Come, little gemlets with such splendor grand

Nor tell my beads by candlelight,

Lord,

when

—ANNE

And as I watch the noon meal boil,
I pray my rosary of toil.
I cannot watch

be blind

A fine flower dies if you chill it.

MOAKLER

*

FEBRUARY
Tender greens and blues

For months of spring begun
Deepen summer hues,
Then autumn browns become
In shades the artists use
To paint the season’s run.
Dismal, lonesome views

Has February won.
Yellows, grays they fuse,
A blend of dingy dun.
When night yawns into day,
Watching eastern skies,
The brooding force of gray,
Growling threats, defies
The light in new array
And scorns the battle cries.

Clash they then in fray;
The force of shadows flies,

Scattered in dismay.

The sun is free to rise.
—Cuartes D. RoGCEMANN

Let some touch the window pane
With a gentle tap as evidence of rain;
Through all the night be ever near
To calm, to rest, to quell our fear.
Touch lightly this soiled, soiled earth
To be born anew

in verdant birth;

The long lean grass, Nature’s pale blade
Needs but thee to have his honor made.
When still in death my world-weary feet,
And the comforter, relaid and neat,

Come for sure with your countless band
To bless that earthen bed of man.
From beyond but through the finite veil
I shall see life o’er death prevail,
When my soul shall be with God
Give life, O rain, to that broken sod.
—Epcar

*
IN PRAISE

*
OF

Moore

*
MARTIN

When Martin rent his cloak in twain,
With love that love alone can know,

He clothed the naked Christ in pain,
And warmed Him trembling in the snow.
—MicHaEL MOAKLER
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(Second

in a series of five)

For the cries of the ignorant in their wilderness
are animal and hollow and wild as are the ideas they
have been allowed to have. Their reconversion will
be the greatest task ever undertaken. Missionaries
abroad and among our own “forgotten people” have
found that the mire of prejudice, unkindness, all the
things which ignorance .engenders, has a jealous and
subtle hold on its inhabitants.

1 Kings 17:40 “And he took his staff, which
he had always in his hands and chose him
five smooth

stones out of the brook, and put

them into the shepherd’s scrip which he had
with him, and he took a sling in his hand,
aud went forth against the Philistine.”
You are a David — of how many Goliaths? The
Psalmist, in his youth, slew the giant using “five
smooth stones.” Against which evils shall we hurl
our five
Perhaps

the second

Ignorance:

of these evils is Ignorance.

the want

to this definition

of knowledge.

the want

I would

add

of love, of truth, of free-

dom, for these are qualities expressed by the enlightened whose eyes look heavenward and whose steps are
firm on the path he chooses to arrive at perfection.
“But the world is so enmeshed in its tangles of falsity and deceit, it’s hopeless to try to do much now!”
No, never hopeless. ‘There never was a problem without a solution. Many believe the answer to be in
America’s hands. This seems logical when the solution is seen to be education. We, who are our brothers’ keepers, have a divine charge to educate the world.
Let us note here that in French “to educate” carries
the connotation of “lifting up.”
Yes, the world after the war will need a panacea
that only the democratic nations can administer.
And while we are remedying the unfortunate situations in our own country we must be answering the

cries from

other

shores.

‘They

will be pleas from

which many will turn coldly, others fearfully, or blindly. (In company with ignorance in a lexicon we find
such words as ignominy, ignoable, ignore. )
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Our horizons need broadening. As our _ interests
spread our hearts’ doors open and our arms reach out
to love and “lift.” What a wise and valuable maxim
that is “to learn everything about something and
something about everything.”
Men

in ignorance worshipped

sent his Word

among

them,

idols,

a Teacher,

so that

God

a Leader, the

best Man who ever walked the earth, and the ignorant and the fearful repudiated Him and _ plotted his
betrayal.
And “what is true of the one who, through
word and action, through crucifixion, resurrection, and

ascension, pointed out to mankind the ignorance and
the futility expressed in mortal existence is true of
each

one of us, in a measure, as we commence

laying

down the treasures of earth in order to take on the
treasures of the kingdom of heaven.”*
Discords that seem so real when they clamor are
found to be only shadows when the searching beam
of Truth is directed on them. ‘Then it is easy to understand

Truth

why,

when

shall make

all men

them

learn

the

Truth,

the

free.

Ignorance of the law is inexcusable. The government is smart enough to enforce this judgment. Why

is not mankind as firm in not tolerating the ignoring
and refuting of
God-given rights, privileges
and
duties? Why do we allow intolerance, _ illiteracy,
terrorism and totalitarianism a place in a progressive
world?

THE

If it is true that all men

THIRD

GOLD

STAR

start out with the tabula

rasa, then it is true that men,

opportunity)
education of
Jesus Christ
low men, to
“and greater
the Father.”

EXPONENT’S

being created equal

(in

should have
equal chance to get the
the type and manner which they need.
left us the trust to minister to our feltake away the ignorance of the world;
than these shall ye do. Because I go to
* (Journal-Herald,
Ree

CATHOLIC

edit
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PRESS

MONTH

One of the most influential forces moulding Catholic thought and opinion in the world today is the
Catholic Press. February is Catholic Press Month
and at this time both clergy and laity are “all out”
to support the high standards and to augment the circulation rosters of Catholic publications so that their
influence for good may reach greater numbers of all
classes.
Weekly newspapers and reviews, monthly magazines
devoted to education, the Liturgy, the Missions,
poetry, music, drama, and books of every description pour from the presses and with torrential force fall
on a world badly in need of their Christian remedies
and solutions, their warnings, and their wholesome entertainment.

Millions respect the Catholic Press for the truth
which colors its pronouncements of facts.

Other mil-

lions look on it as a guide for right thinking and solid
judgment based on the firm
own teachings.

Martin

entered

the armed

forces

on

November

1940 and he went overseas last April.

20,

While at the University of Dayton Jim was one of
the most active students on the campus.
His name
was connected with practically every publication. He
was sports editor and associate editor on the U. D.
News in 1936 and 1937 and editor of the Exponent for
two years, 1938 and 1939. He was section editor of
the Municipal Activities Bureau for three years and in
1939 he was editor of Le Petit Bavard published by

the department of French.

Jim was a member of the

Alpha Sigma ‘Tau Honor Society and The International
Relations Club.

A recent addition to the Catholic Press in America

He is the third member of the various Exponent
staffs to give his life for the cause of his country. The
other two are Lt. Charles John Litkowski, who died of
wounds in the Philippines, January 18, 1942, and Lt.

book”

same

of

Technical Sergeant James Martin of the class of 1939
was killed in France on January 6, 1945.
Sergeant

Christ’s

is Timeless Topix.

foundation

‘Technical Sergeant James Martin

It looks like an ordinary “comic

size, attractive

coloring,

but the stories

told in word and in color are far different from
which most American “comic books” contain.

of great Saints

those
Lives

and small ones too, of notable Catho-

lic laymen, of men like Pius XII, and Newman, and
Chaminade, stories about war heroes, stories about

virtue and valor are all depicted for young and old
alike.

It is just another example of the way in which the
Catholic Press is fighting against one of Satan’s most

powerful weapons.
—C.P.M.

Marvin J. DeWitt, who was killed in France, December 17, 1944.
Jim came to the University in 1935

from Chaminade High School in Dayton and he made
a most enviable scholastic record here at the U. D. To
his sorrowing parents and sisters and brother the
Exponent, in the name of the faculty and student body
extend heartfelt sympathy.
May he and the other
University alumni who have paid the supreme sacrifice
be granted eternal bliss by the Divine Master who

gave His life for us.
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To me this friend is one who has in her heart deep
faith and courage to face an unlighted life. She has
been afflicted with blindness for about fifteen years
but she is still always happy with her blessings.
She makes her home with her granddaughter, who
now has three children. These two boys and girl are
dear to her for she has been a wonderful grandmother
to them. She began caring for them in their infancy,
doing some things better than even another person
with sight could do. When the children were older,
the parents were able to go where they pleased for
they felt that the children were safe in her care. She
has bestowed all her love upon them and has been
richly rewarded.
There is never an idle moment to be wasted of her
time. Her last and largest accomplishment was an
exquisitely crocheted bed spread which took almost
a year to finish.
It is of an intricate design but it
proved not too difficult for her as her sense of touch
is keenly developed. Many small rugs have been made
by her, much prettier than those you can purchase
in stores. She loves to iron and does it very well,

with never a wrinkle in the flat pieces to be done.
Her accomplishments may not seem very
compared to those individuals who are blind but
her will to live and be happy means much
She, too, has had sorrow caused by war.
Her
est son gave his life in France in World War

large
to me
mote.
youngI and

World War II has taken a nephew and other close
relatives in the service. Still, there is always a kind
and cheerful word

for all who

meet her on her way

through life.
—ELINoR
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BATH

To the younger generation of today, Saturday night
means having a good time and being free to do what
one pleases. However, it was not so long ago, that

Saturday

night was

looked

on with dislike by the

youngsters and “not-so-oldsters.”
The trouble usually began early Saturday afternoon
when the diligent mother called the youngest of her
brood

and

amidst

ushered

many

shouts

him

into

the

makeshift

bathtub,

of protest on his part that

“after all, this is a free country,

and

I am a

—

citizen,

and besides that — jes’ wonder if I’d drown ’er somthin’.” But after about half an hour of screaming

and scrubbing behind the ears, the little lad was transformed from
clean angel,

a dirty-faced urchin into a_ glistening
ready to begin another week over.

After the whole family had completed the hated
ritual, they all adjourned to the town square where
they met the neighbors from miles around. It was
really an amusing sight to see all the little country

children

with

their

dainty

black-button

shoes, and

their hair plastered to their heads.
Today this custom of the Saturday night bath is
practically extinct, except in some little village towns
far distant from the city, but in spirit it is still thriving. No matter how modern and how far advanced

the world becomes the younger generation will always
have the same thoughts. With all the recent inventions which have practically dismissed the wash tub

and the Saturday night bath, children still howl in
protest when

told to run and take a bath.
—PartrictA

RALPH

OTHER

AT THE COLLEGE

QUALIFICATIONS

Many girls between the ages of sixteen and twenty

DANCE

not

A dance either “goes over” or is a “flop.” A great
deal depends on the orchestra, for the purpose of a
dance is to dance. If the orchestra is poor, has no
thythm, is too loud or brassy, and does not play popular pieces the dance is not a success. If the room is
overcrowded, stuffy and hot, this adds to the discomfort. However these factors may be easily overlooked.

mean the ability to take shorthand or the ability to
tvpe with great speed. Shorthand and typing are, of
course, often necessary
for secretarial positions, but
they are not the only necessities. Very often a girl
may be a very fast typist and her transcription very
neat, yet she fails in her chosen career. Why does
she fail? Because she does not have the other qualifications. She does not think for herself. She has

A great deal depends on whom you are with. If
your “date” is not a good dancer, this lessens the
chance of an unusual time. However, if he has an
outstanding personality and can keep you entertained
without much dancing, you will probably enjoy yourself. If you are with some one that you do not care
for, you will, no doubt, have a boring time.

dream of the future. They have romantic and fanciful ideas of becoming secretaries and stenographers
when their high school or college education is completed. But not many of these young women stop to
think that a good stenographer or secretary must meet

certain qualifications.

no

initiative,

is not

By

neat

qualifications

in

the

work

she

I

do

does,

and

cannot be trusted in confidential matters. No, everything she does must be checked and rechecked. She
cannot be depended upon.

Today, February of 1945, many young women who
have secretarial jobs do not have the other qualifications, nevertheless they are employed. These young
women must not be deceived. ‘They must take into consideration that a war is being fought and that
their services are so badly needed that their defects
are overlooked for the present. But these girls also
must remember that the war will not last forever; they
must think of the future.
—FRANCES

*

*

TOGETHER

BLUM

The little old lady

was

vantage.
husbands

Seeing the faculty there with their wives and
is of much interest to me and adds to the

enjoyment of the dance.
really a school
ested.

This shows that the dance is

affair and

that the faculty are inter—JEAN LEBorur

oe
THE

Se
JEEP

Many new contraptions, inventions, and ingenious
ideas have evolved in the course of the world con-

One of the most practical

and

widely

used

modes of conveyance of the war is the Jeep. The Jeep
is an undersized, four-passenger vehicle, dull-drab in

AGAIN

going

In this way I consider a small college an ad-

dance.

flict.

*

color,

The nurse hurried through the door calling the doc-

tor.

Seeing your friends and the people that you know
at the dance is much of the fun. If the college is
small you are likely to know most of the folks at the

fast.

It would

and

unsurpassed

in

strength

and

durability.

‘There are no doors and one cannot imagine a great
deal of comfort while riding. Reports from overseas
are, however, strong in praise of their little bug-like

seem so different there without her. She had made so
many friends at the hospital. ‘They had all listened to

conveyance.

her tell about her son, who was now in the Army.

Not long ago a demonstrator of the Jeep appeared at the local high schools, to promote the sale of

She

loved that boy more than life itself. Even though she
had never received any letters from him while she was
at the hospital she was always cheerful, for down deep
in her heart she knew he was safe. As the doctor bent
over her she smiled and said that everything would be

all ight now.

She would be with her son.

The next day the nurse asked the doctor if he had
sent word to the little old lady’s son. The doctor said
no.

He had found out that her son had died at birth,

twenty-five years ago.

wat bonds.

Incidentally, the Jeep is one of the most

manoeuverable vehicles used in the present war. To
demonstrate this to the students, the driver stepped
into the car, which was standing in the street, and

drove over the curb.
the
ter
and
all

Then, the Jeep proceeded

up

steps, across the porch, and into the corridor.
Afa slight pause, the Jeep was backed out the door
down the steps, and out to the street again, —
done with amazing simplicity. It is with mechan-

ical devices like these that our boys are winning the
war and leading us to victory. —
—Brtry

MarQuarpt

—Mary

‘THOMPSON
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MY

AMERICA

@ By Mary Grace BEHRINGER
Take a trip from coast to coast with the writer.
He

the

tant

beauty of our

and

hazy?

intangible?

something

country

Did

you

Amid

ever

ever
dull

the

seemed

dis-

that

it is

feel

monotony

of

our every day lives I think this feeling begins to creep
into the brain. Perhaps the best remedy for this loss
of fervor is to see America

in her true character.

Anyone doubting the extensiveness of her land, the
outline of her cities, the difference in her climatic conditions, the wealth of her resources, or the richness of

her soil need only to journey from one coast to the
other and I am convinced that his faith will take a
new

stand

as mine

did.

Slowly the train pulled away from the Boston station, soft at first and then louder; slow and then faster. We were finally on our way. Eagerly I sat with
Soon we were
my nose pressed against the window.
rolling along through the small green farms of the
passed numerous
New England countryside. We
dairies

with

their

tall,

white

gleaming

barns

in

the

sun and their pastures spotted with fine Hereford
cattle. We entered large industrial cities with huge
smokestacks silhouetted against the blue sky. ‘Tiny
white churches with large crosses seemed to mark the
small villages. Post office buildings and village banks,
country school houses and universities, large supertmarkets and general stores ~ all had a definite place
in this New England countryside.

On and on we travelled, hour after hour through
this wonderful American country. Still I sat tight
against the window, entranced with the beauty of the
sights and not even noticing the conductor as he
came up the aisle. Now the train chugged over the
hills of Pennsylvania into the huge farmlands of Ohio
and Indiana. Wheat fields dancing with the rhythmic motion of the summer breeze, and tall green
cor topped with golden tassels suddenly ended, and
huge,

smoky,

massive

cities

lay

before

‘The

us.

Having crossed
ward through

the

crossing the Mississippi

I could almost feel

the strength of that river as it roared to the Gulf.
Visions

of

steamboats,

filled

with

eager,

tense

daring men braving the lashes of this mighty
paraded in my brain.
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and

stream

turned south-

the rich oil fields of Oklahoma

to the

marked the towns instead of tiny churches. Crowded cities were replaced by vast open prairies. ‘The
call of the coyote took the place of the shrieking fac-

tory whistle.

Contented, lazy cattle roamed over the

prairies. All was calm and quiet and peaceful except
for army camps dotted here and there where a revival
of spirit seemed to prevail.
Giant cactus plants standing tall and mannerly in
the scorching desert heat, and low, shaggy sagebrush
marked the landscape of the Arizona territory.
The Imperial Valley of Lower California with its
dry soil and dusty air afforded a striking difference
from the thick, damp forests nearer the coast. Giant
sequoias and low sand mounds, wet black soil and dry
loose

sand,

tall

Sierra

mountains

and

stately

cactus

plants -- all played important parts in the southwest-

ern region.
Who

could ask for more?

thing different?
of My

Who

could want any-

Who could fail to see the grandeur

America?
ROK

TS

CONCENSUS
There is one thing, and only one
You'll

search

and

always

find.

The only thing that all the girls
Of crude or learned

While

we

Lone Star State. Endless seas of rolling sand_replaced the green corn of the Ohio Valley. Airfields

in-

dented skyline seemed to reach high into the heavens. Spacious train stations were filled with happy,
busy, smiling people waving as we started once more.

Mississippi

Incessantly

mind

agree upon

Deplore, decry, decree upon
Delight, defame, depend upon.
That’s man!
—BEVERLY

TOMPKINS

Thirty Days
@ By

Isaser.

Thirty
Apmil,

September

Washington,

Lourdes.

days hath
June,

and

niversary of the deaths of two Saints Valentine. One
was a priest at Rome and the other a bishop of Umbria. The most accurate historical records seem to
show that both lived in the third century and died on
the same day. ‘There is no connection between these

September,
November.

All the rest have thirty-one,
Excepting

February

alone,

Which has but twenty-eight.
Till Leap Year gives it twenty-nine.

saints and the fact that Valentine’s Day has long been
observed as a lovers’ festival; but the association seems

EBRUARY, the second month of the year, is
shorter than any other of its sister months as this
old rhyme indicates; but it did not always enjoy this
distinction, if a distinction it can be called.

Until the

time of Julius Caesar it had thirty days. ‘To lengthen his honor-month, July, he took a day from February. When Augustus decided to name the eighth

month after himself, he too took a day from the hapless February. Augustus’ month must be as long as
Caesar's month. All the horrors of the gods, if it
were not!
In modern times the name February holds no
significance, but in the days of the ancient Romans it
meant a great deal. Since it came from a word mean-

ing to purify, February was the month in which the
people were purified for the religious festivals of the
coming year.
February, the last month of winter, is usually cold
and stormy. It sometimes seems that during this
month Old Man Winter hates to release his hold upon the world. Occasionally, though, Spring has her
way, and a few warm, sunny days point forward to
buds and blossoms. There is an old, interesting tradition, of absolutely

no value, connected

with

Febru-

ary weather. On the second day of the month
Ground-Hog Day, it is said the ground-hog pushes his
way out of his winter burrow and looks about him.
If he can

-- But This is February

Kiopr

St Valentine,
Lincoln,

Hath

see his shadow, he creeps back

for another

sleep of six weeks. But if fate is against him so that
the day is cloudy, he knows that spring is near, and
there is no more time for sweet dreams. Who would
ever have thought that a shadow could serve as a type
of alarm clock?

to have been brought about by the occurrence of the
feast of the two saints toward spring. Several explanations are sometimes given for sending love tokens,
and the like, to one’s special friends and for various
other activities connected with St. Valentine’s Day.
Some say that one St. Valentine performed the kind
deed of going from house to house and leaving food
on the doorsteps of the poor. They say that the cus-

tom of sending Valentine greetings evolved from the
that fact. Others say that the modern celebration of
the feast is connected with the survival of the Roman
festival of Lupercalia which occurred on February
fifteenth.
February has two outstanding birthdays to commemorate — these are, of course, the birthday of
Washington on February twenty-second, and the birthday of Lincoln on February twelfth. It seems nght
and fitting that these two great men of America should
have their birthdays in the same month, for they stand
side by side in greatness in the history of the United
States - Washington as the First President and Father
of our country, and Lincoln as the Savior of the Union
and the Great Emancipator.
A list of the important days of February would not
be complete without mentioning the feast of Our
Lady of Lourdes on February eleventh. ‘To all faithful sons and daughters of the Blessed Virgin Mary
this is an important day to honor Our Lady under
the title of the Immaculate Conception.
It was in
Lourdes in France during the last century that Mary
appeared to Bernadette, a poor French girl, and anannounced, “Je suis l’Immaculee Conception.”
Indeed, February, were it able, has much of which to

February has an unusual number of days of peculiar
interest. Among these, is Valentine’s Day on the
fourteenth of the month.
It is the traditional an-

be proud, with so many interesting and _ significant
days within its bounds. Few other months can boast
of such an imposing calendar.
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“INFIRM

OF

PURPOSE...

.”

Lady MacBeth

@ By Josep ‘Towers
To tell you what this essay is about
would spoil the fun of reading it.
NCE upon a time there was a little boy, who
had big blue eyes which looked at the world
in much the same manner as you would look if someone were always taking your lollipops away. I often
thought that his eyes would become very, very tired
and that he ought to blink them more frequently. It
was not that I hadn’t approached him on the matter
-- hardly that. And it was quite some time before |
understood that he was actually looking. I know this
because he told me; yes, he was looking. Before those
big, round eyes was the whole works: everything from
alphabet soup to voices in the air.
And then, one fine day, he asked me about this business of the rolling stone not being very chummy with
moss - and I told him. Then his eyes grew wider
than ever. I suppose he had seen some pretty big
oaks. and had wondered about them too, although he

didn’t ask me.
Quite a spell passed. It seemed to me that over
a period of years the alphabets in the soup _became more varied and the voices in the air more numerous. I rounded a corner one morning and I met
the little boy with the big blue eyes ~ only this time
he was in long pants and he spoke to me quite incoherently in strange language about some phenomenon,
three words of which I vaguely recall: “jive” - “smooth”
- and “Sinatra.” But it was all beside the point and he knew it. It had to be bigger than that for
him: bigger than all those siren’s songs. And yet,
it’s a funny thing - he was still only looking -- and
that wasn’t good. I tried to tell myself that this sort
of thing didn’t happen to little blue-eyed boys, but
I hadn’t learned everything yet, myself.
(Come over in a corner with me now, will you.
Just for a moment.)
Now look ~ what I’m getting at
is what a baggy-pants mental giant passed on to me:
“if you’re going to pull that tree up out of the ground
every other day, then you’re not going to get it to
bear any fruit.” I tried to tell Baggy-pants I knew
that, but he shut me up and then hinted

edge was meant to be passed on to others.

that knowl-

And that

was the first time I noticed that he had blue eyes too.

on one of those days when the big leaves dance and
seem to whisper in their vanity: “look at me;” on one
of those days when two can be alone and forget that
they are separate identities. But there he was. Yes,
there he was, my blue-eyed wonder; and - - - O my
Lord: he needed a shave! Just look at that. Blue
eyes set in a maze of stubble. The whole thing depressed me. He wasn’t even looking now - he was
only dreaming; and that makes you want to pull your
hair out. Didn’t he know that when you go walking

through rows of tall, waving corn that at some point
you've got to grab an ear or you'll find yourself
the end of the row . . . and no corn plucked.

I tried to pull him out of it, but he insisted that it
was such a hard thing to do.
“Sure, it’s hard,” I yelled,
dope.”’)

kind that
your toes
you know
wouldn't

I happened to meet Tina the other day: what a
sweet person she is. We didn’t talk much about BlueL’yes though, because, well --- she always thought there
was a certain amount of uncertainty in everything,
even in choosing the one you want to love a long
time. But their intimate little chats always ended
with That Beast saying: “But honey, if I could only
be sure... .” But Tina thought that life is a series

of taking chances, and that’s why we didn’t talk much
about Blue-Eyes.
I suppose that “Stardust” will be sung a thousand
years after my flesh and bones have rotted away and

my intellect and will be freed from their prison, but
I still manage to get around. Sometimes I wish I
couldn’t though, - because I saw him the other day.
Oh sure, he had a job all right, but the fire and hope
were gone from his eyes. He didn’t even dream anymore: just followed orders and said “yessir” and
“nosir.” I guess the alphabet soup was too much for

him.

I could even hear him whining to himself...

.

“but if I could just be sure that a nice big “Z” would

be better than that nifty looking “A.”
Yes, - too bad.

It looks

as though

fella in the baggy pants was right, all nght.
why, Dear

minds?
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(and almost added “you

Yes, he was in gummy mire now. The
seems too soft and oozy when you're wiggling
in it, but which is up to your knees before
it. And I couldn’t tell
him ~ he just
listen?
oo.

Too bad.

Man-a-live!
How those years passed! But this time
I wasn’t rounding any corner ~ it was out in the park

at

Lord, ~ why

can’t

people

make

the

But up

their

“MIGHTY
© By Atverta

LIKE

A

ROSE”

STALTER

Who? _ Janet.
Dave
looked up from his work to behold Miss
Janet Hathaway framed in the doorway.
“Mr.
‘Thompson,” she said, “may I have a moment of your
time to discuss something personal.” “I’d be a very
poor boss not to give so efficient a secretary a mo
ment .. Come in, sit down; now what’s on your mind?*
She sat rather stiffly on the edge of the chair. “I’m
going to be frank,” she began. “One of the fellows in
the next office, playing a practical joke on Larry
Kline, called me saying he was Larry and was arranging for a date for Saturday evening. Now I find that
they just told Larry about it and being a gentleman
he came directly to our office to insist that I go.

Now, what I want you to tell me is what’s wrong with
me ~ why it takes a practical joke for me to get a
date. I want your frank and unbiased opinion.”
He hesitated as he scrutinized her from across the
desk.

“To tell the truth, Miss Hathaway, you remind

me of a rose bud. You have your real self wrapped
in a stiff, green jacket. Inside you have a sweet personality, you are intelligent, educated, sensible, and
very refined - - the best qualities any woman could
possess - but your plain dark clothing, your hair
tight and straight, and your colorless face seem to
darken the brightness of your soul. Wear a colored
dress, curl your hair, put some soft color on your face
. relax and let that rose bloom. You'll get your
man.”

“Thank

you, Mr. Thompson,”

her eyes lit up

with her smile. “Say,” he added, “if you want some
assistance see my sister, Estelle.
She is a buyer at
Lindsays. Just tell her I sent you. You may have
the rest of the afternoon off if you wish.” “Thanks
again and again.” She hurried back to her desk.
Janet

Hathaway

Iistelle Thompson.

paused

before

the

door

marked

She thought she would turn and

go back but said to herself, “Go on knock. You could
be as popular as the next one.” She knocked and a
pleasant voice called from within, “Come in.” “I’m
your brother’s secretary,” Janet introduced herself.
Estelle smiled her brother’s smile as Janet continued.
“Mr. Thompson said that you might help me select
some new clothes. For the past six years I’ve been
concentrating on being a perfect secretary and now
I want to direct my attentions toward becoming an
attractive woman.”
“That shouldn’t be much of a
task,” Estelle remarked,
tion on which to work.

fact, I’'d love it.”

“You have a perfect foundaI'd be happy to help you; in

Janet liked her.

As they roamed about the store selecting dresses
oddly enough each one she chose was the color of a
rose, red, yellow and white. Are you sure my darling
brother isn’t having you made to order for himself?”

Estelle inquired.

“Oh, my no.” Janet hastily related

the reason for her being there.
again on your way out; I want

“Stop by my office
to see the finished

product,” Estelle said, as she left Janet at the beauty
salon on the sixth floor after having instructed the
operator how to arrange Janet’s hair.
Janet knocked on the door again, this time with self
confidence.

Estelle

exclaimed,

“Could

you

be a

rel-

ative of Miss Janet Hathaway, Mr. David E. Thompson’s secretary?” ‘They both laughed and Estelle continued, “I had more fun than I’ve had in a month of
monotonous Mondays.
I hope you have a wonderful time tomorrow evening.” Janet thanked her and
expressed her appreciation for everything.
Dave Thompson had dictated two sentences of the

first letter Saturday morning before he lifted his eyes
from the papers on his desk.

almost rudely.

He stopped and stared

“And did Estelle take over!” he de-

clared. “May I be the first to congratulate you, Miss
Hathaway. You look quite stunning today.” As he
continued dictating she felt his eyes upon her and

used all her available power

to try to keep relaxed

and rid herself of the “sit-on-the-edge-of-the-chair rig-

idness.”

“Oh

but it is fun being a woman

for a

change,” she thought.
Larry Kline’s face looked almost glum when Janet
opened the door but it brightened like the sun crowding out an April cloud. “Why don’t you bring some
of that color into the office once in a while,” he asked?
“I intend to,” she replied, “I have come out of

the darkness.”

Larry took her to the Albermarle and

they danced until she was so tired she could barely

make the front steps.

“Next Saturday night?” Larry
Page
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asked. “I’m afraid I didn’t grow up to be a jitterbug” she quoted from a popular song. “A movie
Wednesday evening then?” “Maybe,” she replied.

And he sincerely loved the Samoans and felt keenly

Monday
Hathaway,
tertain Mr.
office at a
visiting in

up the last chapters in Stevenson’s life.

their every misfortune.
Samoa,

morning Dave came to her desk. “MissI was wondering if you would help me enand Mrs. J. Johnston of the New York
dinner and show this evening. They’re
town and Estelle is out on a buying trip

this week. She usually helps me out when she is at
home.” “I'd be happy to go,” she smiled and their
eyes met in a lingering

glance.

When the party of four entered the Antwerp dining room, familiar strains of the Blue Danube Waltz
sent tingling shivers through Janet as the Blue Danube
always did. ‘The waiter showed them to Mr. Thompson’s table - - the only table adorned with a lovely
red rose whose velvety petals curled in full bloom.
She glanced at Dave and smiled. Funny he never
noticed how cute her nose wrinkled when she smiled.
The Johnstons were pleasant company.
They hurried their dinner by missing part of their dessert and
reached the show in time to see most of the first act.
Janet thoroughly enjoyed the evening and after the
show they stopped at the Club Bizzarre. When Dave
took Janet into his arms to dance she drifted into the
slow rhythm loving his easy-to-follow swing. She
shuddered as she thought of last Saturday’s jitterbug
episode and almost grew tired thinking of it. She let
her head rest against his shoulder. “Tired?” he asked. “No, just having a most wonderful time. ‘Thanks
for the rose at dinner tonight. It made me feel as
though I’ve stepped out of my secretarial cloak and
into the wings of a butterfly. Thanks too, for the
moment at the office last week!” He held her close
into the circle of his arm as he danced her into the
comer.
“Let’s make that moment a lifetime!” he
whispered. She nodded as a rose in the summer
breeze and her velvety, soft lips brushed his smoothly shaven cheek as she answered, “Let’s.”

LOUIS

STEVENSON

(Continued from Page 4)
ever since he had heard of their existence and he found
few flaws in them. But it was plain that his health
was no better in the tropics than elsewhere. He

simply liked them best of all.
Much

has

been

written

of his

strange

power

over

the natives of the islands he visited, of their almost
idolatry towards him, and speaking romantically, it is
all

true.

Stevenson’s
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He was only

forty-four when he died and for his own
composed Requiem, concluding with:
Here he lies where he longed to be;
Home

is the sailor, home

from

charm

conquered

all

he

met.

epitaph he

sea,

And the hunter home from the hill.
And what did he do or have that is worth all the
stir raised over him? Primarily and_ satisifactorily
enough,

Stevenson

was

Tusitala,

a

“teller-of-tales.”

We include him among the greater novelists. Being
this he fulfilled a great enough destiny. But he did
and was more. He was a poet, a teacher of Truth
even if he did not quite understand the Truth he
taught as Chesterton puts it. He believed in happi-

ness, believed it possible, proved it by having it, specifying of course, the necessity of simplicity. And (not
at all aiming at an identity) Stevenson was concerned

with the one idea, that men become as little children.
“For of such is the Kingdom
Fee

Se

BROOKLYN

of Heaven.”
ae
TOWN

I want to go down to Brooklyn town
Where the trees are stilted things,
And the boys play ball with broomstick bats,
And everybody sings;
Where the children sun in the orange crates
In fire escapes and alleys,
And Tony’s girls play jumping rope
With Goldberg’s and O’Malley’s.
It’s a funny

town

and

tumbledown,

A Trolleyopolis,
Where

the women

build from window

sills

Their bungalows of bliss.
—MIcHAEL

Ke
ROBERT

““Tusitala” and the grave on the hill make

MOAKLER

APPRECIATION

OF MUSIC

@ By Wi1iaAmM Carrer

A plea for the higher grade.
USIC - --- the very word means something
significant to every breathing soul upon this
earth. It is as old as the ages, and has always had an
effect upon man which nothing else has been able to
achieve. The primitive man used it to arouse his spirits
in order that he might go into the hunt or into the
battle with the feeling of victory already in his grasp.
In this manner

man

created

some

of his first music,

a language coming directly from the heart and understood by anyone anywhere regardless of race, language,
or creed.
Through

all the changes

of man,

music,

as well as

all other fine arts, grew and became more complicated.
Iventually people began to study it for years and even
to make it their life’s work. From these people has
come the fine classical form of music which we have
received and have improved upon. Along with this
growth of classical music, another form has also grown
up which has appealed to the people at large, mostly
love songs and other such simple expositions. It is
this type of music which has been the object of a great
deal of criticism, both just and unjust.
The popular music of today is almost a direct derivitive from the primitive rhythms which were known
in the beginning; for this reason, if one were to step
‘into a congregating place for young people, he might
receive the impression that he has been transferred to
a civilization existing thousands of years ago. It is not
this feature that is objected to by most thinking persons, but the fact that this type of music has become
the steady diet of most of the younger generation.
‘The young people of today in general have little appreciation for the permanent music which is really our
heritage from the past; they know nothing but the
swing and jazz rhythms. ‘This is demonstrated by the
air which falls over an audience during a school assembly or some such similar gathering when it is announced that a classical piece is to be performed. ‘The
students are not only uninterested; they are bored.
Nevertheless this is not their fault, but it is the fault of

the way in which they are brought up and of the way
in which classical music was first presented to them.

From the first they hated it for the simple reason that
the presentation of it was not interesting.

In order to have a more cultured nation, the finc
arts of it must be preserved, and in order to do that
a plan must be set up which will introduce the finer
things of life to the young child in the most possibly
interesting manner.
One solution may be that the
child receive training in the appreciation of all kinds
of art as soon as the child is old enough and that the
teacher be not only trained in his particular line, but
that he also be well versed in the way in which to
handle children. It is more than likely, if the child
has the proper guidance at the proper time, that he
will learn to enjoy all kinds of music in their respective
places. Thus the next generation may be all those
sorts of souls who miss nothing in life, who can enjoy
popular and classical music on the same level, and who
do not know what it means to despise any kind of
music.
ye
THE

*

ENGINEER

You

call me

You
And

chide me and my useless kind,
my heart knows aught but pity

idler,

poet,

dreamer,

For you and your mechanical

mind.

You who live in a factual sphere
Midst talk of watts and dynamos,
Blind to the dawning of the Spring
‘The morning’s dew upon the rose.

Oh, if you only had a day,
To leave your world and walk with me
To wander through this timeless land.
‘There is such a lovely world to see!
—Rira

McGarry
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. . Petpowrri
SNOW

SCENE

UNDER

A POSTAGE

Weather report: Tomorrow, colder with snow flurries
in

the

north

portion.

Continued

colder

tomorrow

night with expected low of 10.
Dear

Ted:

Well, it’s a picture-book day outside today.

I’m

writing this from the library. There isn’t anyone else
here except me. It’s very quiet here; it’s amazing
how quiet a place can be. Outside, I can see a car

passing and some people, but they don’t seem to make

any noise. ‘The snow is falling continuously. All day
Now as I sit here
the flakes have been coming down.
and watch the snowflakes drift aimlessly down, wander casually past the window and finally come to rest
noiselessly, the scene together with the quiet, has an
almost hypnotic effect upon me. Rather silly, isn’t it?
It would be nice if we could enjoy ourselves like we
did last summer, play tennis, go swimming, etc. Oh,
well. The snow is still here.
Frank
Dear

Jake:

More snow! A fine thing! ‘That is certainly one
law of nature which should be repealed. I am of
course referring to the law which makes a quantity of
water increase seven times as snow. ‘The water runs
away by itself, but the snow has to be shoveled. It’s
time for a changet Probably nothing will be done
Well,
about it though. ‘There never has been so far.
away
chisel
I
When
beefing.
more
no
I'll close now;
the ice, I'll think of you.
Bill
Dear Evelyn:
Today is the day after New Years. It seems strange
to be wearing summer issue down here with the temp-

erature around 95.

You look at the calendar and then

outside at the cocoanut trees and you decide
something must be wrong. Boy, I'd like to see
of that snow you must be having. It’s been
years now, from one little island to another. I’m

at Guadalcanal again, and it’s certainly different

that
some
three
back

than

it was the last time. I still would give anything just to

make one snowball.

Maybe next year.

Eric

—C.
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MY

STAMP

Kinc Brapow

FAVORITE

RETREAT

Deep in the hills of northern Kentucky, in country
seldom frequented by man due to the rough terrain, is
the most beautiful spot in the world as far as I am
concerned and I am sure that you would agree with me
if you could see it. It is impossible to reach this spot
by way of automobile and even horses find the dense
wilderness an impassable route. So one must get to
this spot by foot over treacherous foot-paths and steep
inclines.
I happened upon this place very accidentally while
hiking during my summer vacation. Wishing to go
somewhere different I struck out one morning into a
country which I knew was sparsely settled. After endless hours of treking up-hill and down-hill I caught
sight of something that took my breath away. For
there, directly in front of me was a majestic waterfall.

It seemed impossible at first that such a thing should
exist in this country. My eyes drank in the beauty of
the sparkling water as it cascaded over the falls and
roared down the valley, making a great rumbling sound
that echoed and re-echoed throughout the hills. Upon closer examination I saw that the stream contained
an abundance of beautifully speckled trout, a rarity in
this section of the country.
I set up camp there for the night and as it grew
dark the great falls took on a brilliant, though eerie
light. It seemed as though God when touching this
country with His hand had said, “This shall be one
of the most beautiful spots in the world.” At first I
couldn’t understand what caused light to come from
the falls and cautiously I walked toward them to get a
better look. Then it dawned on me. There, wedged
against the rocks under the falls, was a great amount of

phosphorus which had accumulated.

Just a freak of

nature? No. I think of it as something special God
did for humanity.

The rumbling of the falls was like a lullabye and I
was soon asleep.

Regretfully I took my leave the next

morning

that

vowing

I would

return

and

enjoy

this

beauty of nature which I call my favorite retreat.
—Joun

P.

SCHULER

The Telephone System is “snowed under” too
—with war calls, which must get through
promptly. You can help keep lines clear for
these important messages by:
I. Making

only essential long

distance calls.

2. Limiting long distance conversations

to five

minutes.

Buy War Bonds for Victory |

THE

OHIO

BELL

(B)

TELEPHONE

CO.

TIMING

RADIO

PROGRAMS

Precision is the key word in timing radio
Every word uttered, every joke told, every
music played, and every song sung must first
before permission is granted to broadcast on
program.

programs.
piece of
be timed
a planned

Just as magazines and books are necessary to a pub
lishing company, time is necessary to a_ broadcasting
station. “Dead air (no program available for broadcasting) is to a radio station what a blank page is to a
magazine, and it is a cardinal rule of both media that
neither of these drawbacks must exist.” Since time is
so important to a broadcasting station every effort is
made to time each word spoken and not to waste valuable time with a blank stillness.
Advertising time is sold to

business

concerns

by

charging a certain sum for each minute alloted to that
company.
Planned programs are read from a script to
minimize wasting time on the air if one person should
forget his part in the program.
The control room is directly responsible for perfect
timing of programs.
If a five minute news broadcast
is scheduled at ten o’clock every evening the workers in
the control room must see that the preceding program
is finished and off the air at exactly ten o’clock and
that the news commentator is ready to broadcast the

news.
The general public expect to be able to turn the dial
of their radio and hear their favorite program at a definite time, and not ten or twenty minutes later.
Thus, the popularity of a radio station depends upon its ability to insure perfect timing of their pro-

grams.
(Quotation from: Both Sides of The Microphone
by J. S Hayes and Horace J. Garden—Page 18)
—MarjorigE DANIELS
WARTIME

One afternoon, a few weeks ago, while I was enroute

to a nearby town the lower water hose on my car broke
and all of the water from the motor block leaked out.
tect this misfortune,

from

sight I didn’t de-

until the motor got very hot and

I began to smell oil and smoke.

I had reached my destination by this time and while
I kept my previous engagement in town I had the water hose replaced. After the hose had been replaced
and the motor had cooled down it looked as good as
new, but the hidden damage didn’t show itself until
the following day.
That morning when I started the car there was a noticeable knock

in the motor

which

I identified

as a

burned-out insert.
Upon closer examination I discovered that more than one insert was making the noise,
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I priced all the parts that would be necessary to
overhaul the motor and found that the total cost of all
these parts was more than the price of a new motor.
After making more phone calls I finally located a new
motor at a dealer’s establishment and bought it.

me

A friend of mine helped

and we put the new

motor in the car and had the car running in nine hours.
This is just one of the things that I ordinarily wouldn't
have to do. There seems to be no limit to what can
be accomplished in a war-time emergency.
—ArtiE L. CHAFFIN
COLLEGE

TRADITIONS

Wilberforce University, one of the Nation’s most
prominent Universities, has a traditional holiday,
which is known as Emancipation Day.

To the other races the holiday is comparatively obscure, but to us Negroes, the future race leaders of tomorrow, it is a day in which we thoroughly discuss our
assets and liabilities. I do not have reference to moninvestments,

etary

nomic

but

I refer to our

social

and

eco-

background.

Each year illustrious persons attend the meeting and
lecture to us on the demands that are placed upon
Negro youth. They do not advocate “Pride and Prejudice,” but tolerance, justice and respect for all men.
After the discussion movies are shown in which the
progress of the race is traced from ancestry to the present. Such renowned persons as Roland Hayes, Mary
Bethune,

ADJUSTMENTS

Because the motor is hidden

I called several garages and tried to get the car repaired but not one of them could promise me that they
could finish the job in less than three weeks. At this
point I was desperate. I had to have my car for the
work I was doing. I didn’t like the idea of doing the
job myself, but on the other hand I couldn’t wait three
wecks to get my car repaired.

Paul

attendance.

Robeson

and Howard

‘Thurman

are in

Great stress is placed upon the fact that

we should learn to adjust ourselves
the situations that confront us.
A debate follows on a
cause of the turmoil and
today, the discussion this
contribution of Negroes on
the war effort.

by copeing with

very timely subject. Bestrife that is in the world
year centered around the
the war and home front to

Dinner is served, after which an elab-

orate drama or concert is presented.
The holiday is brought to a close by the singing of
the

National

Negro

Anthem.

It is a heart-warming

and soul-stirring song, in which the Negro pledges allegiance to God and his country, and vows that he will
do his best until the end. This is one of the wellknown

traditions of Wilberforce University.
—WILLie MAE FREDERICK
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Here you sit
and in I walk and say

And

that’s a mighty happy picture.

Chesterfields never fail to fit in with your

St

Se,

fg

plans ... to add to your pleasure.
Chesterfield’s

Wen (// Vl
:
SSD f
fs
ete:
=

Copyright 1945, Liggett & Myers Tosacco Co.

%

exceptional

Mildness,

Better

Taste

and Coolness are built on the only foundation you
can depend on in a cigarette ...
RIGHT

COMBINATION

*

WORLD’S

BEST

TOBACCOS

